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free from disturbance. Young man ! The call was some-
what singular ! And he said over his shoulder : " Don't
go when he conies, Gradman, I know nothing of him."
The world changed, people died off, the mark fell, but
Gradman was there—embodiment, faithful and grey, of
service and integrity—an anchor.
Gradman's voice, grating, ingratiating, rose.
" This French news—it's not nice, Mr. Soames. They're
a hasty lot. I remember your father, Mr. James, coming
into the office the morning the Franco-Prussian war was
declared—quite in his prime then, hardly more than sixty,
I should say. Why, I recall his very words : ' There,' he
said,* I told them so.' And here they are—at it still. The
fact is, they're cat and dog."
Soames, who had half turned, resumed his contemplation
of a void, Poor old Gradman dated ! What would he say
when he heard that they had been insuring foreign business ?
Stimulated by the old-time quality of Gradman's presence,
his mind ranged with sudden freedom. He himself had
another twenty years, perhaps. What would he see in
that time ? Where would old England be at the end of
it ? c In spite of the papers, we're not such fools as we
look,' he thought. ' If only we can steer clear of flibberty-
gibberting, and pay our way ! '
"Mr. Butterfield, sir." H'm! The young man had
been very spry. Covered by Gradman's bluff and greasy
greeting, he " took a lunar," as his Uncle Roger used to
call it. The young fellow, in a neat suit, a turndown
collar, with his hat in his hand, was a medium modest-
looking chap. Soames nodded.
" You want to see me ? "
" Alone, if I might, sir."
" Mr. Gradman here is my right-hand man."
Gradman's voice purred gratingly:    u You  can  state

